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Grimoire
La Salle University Spring 1998 Volume 32
Grimoire
Fo rew a rd
Spring time brings patches here and there of purple crocuses and 
flowering forsythia. The shadows of winter fade into smoky barbecues, the 
sounds of Sunday afternoon carwashing, and, o f course, the cling clanging 
of the ice cream truck. With this edition of Grimoire, the La Salle 
community celebrates the inspiration and vision that our artists glean from 
the every day, the ordinary cling clangings of life.
Anais Nin suggests that “it is the function of art to renew our 
perception. What we are familiar with we cease to see. The writer shakes up 
the familiar scene, and, as if by magic, we see a new meaning in it.” Taking 
this second look at the “familiar scene” is a risk, both for the audience and 
the artist. Artists must find an image that creatively communicates a certain 
subject, event, or emotion that is vital to everyday understanding, no matter 
how volatile or fragile the artists themselves become in this process. The 
audience must agree to respect (from the Latin words “look again”) another 
person’s way of looking at a critical, sometimes personal aspect of life. 
Celebrate the risk and creation that art encourages in our lives, in our 
communities, and in our world. While you’re at it, enjoy the Spring 1998 
issue of Grimoire!
Christina Puntel 
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Travelers, Sandcastles, and Lilypads
Webbed fingers seem to dance on ivory strips 
As raindrops play the faint film of a pond 
And the bullfrog lies on his lilypad 
Sleeping beneath the distant twinkle of stars 
A faint tingle of rain tickles his skin,
Ripples the water, a little lullaby 
From the long lost legend of the Lotus 
Like a mother sings to her beloved child.
An orchestra of crickets plays with her
And the traveler listens with forgetfulness
Content to rest his dreams on lilypads
And hum with silent breath to the music of the darkness -
Feeling he is home
I wake for a moment only to find
The wind whistling just beyond the window
And the Sandman soon sends the old sand and shore
And the endless lullaby of the sea,
While an empty rocking chair gently creaks on a porch.
There is a wide view of the red horizon
From where the chair once stood, of the setting sage
When it falls behind the boundless ocean
And seems to boil it into frothy waves.
They are steadily approaching the sand castles 
Carefully landscaped earlier that same day 
To house our Sandcrabs, with moats for safety 
And wells for the deep water that would not sway.
Yet all was made with a silent foreknowledge 
That all would soon be quietly destroyed 
As if nothing had ever been built before,
The waves came to slowly smooth down the shore.
The bullfrog soon leaps to mind, and I glimpse -  
No one holds the bullfrog when he cries 
In the flooding rain that now drowns his lilypad
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And sinks his dreams to the murky base of the pond 
That soon swirls the traveler into a sandstorm of mud.
He was too content to have left or leapt 
Dreaming he was in his home’s peaceful breath:
His lilypad was the bed where he last slept 
A temple from where the bullfrog would not have stepped.
The Sandman tells me, I too am made of sand -
That our dreams lie on lilypads and lotus leaves
Like homes built insecure on the flowing sand
To sink into graves before the song’s last waves
For we play a part in this lullaby, as only a traveling band.
There have been unknown tribes and times before
When sandy empires have warred and fallen
And there will be still a forever after us
When we have made our true castles our coffins.
For wherever we are now -  we know this is not home
Not a lonely desert with castles on sand
And dreams on lilypads, where all is condemned to roam
In cosmic loneliness, as starry travelers
On a brief earthly sojourn.
Gerald Glover
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Bird delicately clutches his instrument 
as it becomes one of his limbs.
From the stage of the Harlem nightclub, 
the bell of the golden woodwind glances 
into the dim and misty room.
Hear the passing tones, articulations, 
the melodic transition over the diminished ninth.
He offers a breath of energy into the horn, filling it 
to near capacity. His tender fingertips then manipulate the
air,
cover holes with varying shapes of golden discs. Suddenly, 
“April in Paris" is elicited from the curvy L-shaped horn.
The horn is now Bird's lady.
She moves with his caress and coats 
the foggy room with airy overtones that 





Suzanne- Sixteen years old, almost an old soul... tired by the weight of 
something she can’t name. Young and daring, but not wild. Cellist.
Amanda- Suzanne’s friend, also sixteen. A  musician from a large family. She is 
a bit awkward in some ways; talks like she’s in highschool. Plays an instrument as 
well.
Steve- Married once when he was very young. The woman left him. He is loud 
and obnoxious. Clumsy. Sort of trips over himself.
Ruth- Suzanne’s mom. Science researcher. She’s seen a lot, felt a lot, and it 
shows in the ways that she carries herself. Strong and gentle woman.
Suzanne and Amanda are coming in from school with school bags, instruments...
Amanda: That practice was obnoxious. As if we don’t have anything to do 
after school but take in the "tension and release" of it all.
Suzanne: (Stands up on a chair with a fake baton, uses highly exaggerated 
movements.) Take that AGAIN... what I want to hear there is—is-- tension. 
Pull it oooooout... it’s muuuuuuuuuusic, not a one nighter. Tensionnnn. 
And then — release.
Amanda: As if we don’t know about all that. And cut the crap... this is 
music not a one nighter? Gross. But did you see Courtney look straight at 
Evan during that part? She totally did. He totally ignored her. It was great.
Suzanne: (Still using the voice of conductor.) A-hem. Courtney, tell me what 
I want this to sound like. Play that cello solo starting from two measures 
after seventeen.
Amanda: (Playing the role of Courtney.) Oh, sure Mr. Koles. But don’t you 
think it would sound good if the first oboe played along with me?
Suzanne: (Now a rather flustered conductor.) Oh, well, uh, uh... OK Evan, 
horns up buddy.
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(They do the duet as a charade with long exaggerated movements. In the end 
they end up sitting on the floor, laughing. Suzanne gets up first.)
Amanda: So, what’s going on at the Rogers’ house tonight?
Suzanne: I told my mom I’d make dinner.
Amanda: Oh right, the regular little Ms. Boyardee, right? When’s the last 
time you made dinner?
Suzanne: Listen, just because your family grows bean sprouts in their 
kitchen doesn’t mean you have the edge on the cooking in this 
neighborhood.
Amanda: Don’t diss the bean sprouts kid-o.
Suzanne: It’s my mom anyway. She’s exhausted all the time. Lately, she’s 
been super out of it. (Reaches in to the kitchen to bring out carrots, celery.) 
One of those things where she’s there and listening to me and then she’s 
not.
Amanda: It’s stress. For sure...
Suzanne: I guess so, because she’s hardly ever sick.
Amanda: Geez, Suz, she probably has a cold... she’s been doing a lot lately, 
hasn’t she? I mean with all the traveling around and research stuff she’s 
been doing? (Disappears into the cellarway to get potatoes, onions.)
Suzanne: That’s the part of her life that she loves, though. I don’t think it 
stresses her out to any large degree. Lately, she’s working to publish this 
article with a group of other researchers about life in the parts o f the ocean 
that are too deep for sunlight to penetrate. (Peels carrots, begins to cut them.)
Amanda: Trippy. Life without sun. I remember that last time I came over 
she freaked out for like an hour about all this new stuff some guy in 
Australia sent her and how this was really a connection that they’d never
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established before and everything. She’s really working with some big 
names. (Cubes celery.)
Suzanne: I love hearing her talk about it. She’s totally obsessed though. 
The other night she called me into her room and told me how the 
watermarks on her ceiling looked like ocean ridges. She’s tried to paint the 
living room edging blue-green for the past two months. Obsessed, did I 
mention?
Amanda: The whole life on the ocean floor study could be blowing her 
away. The concept even. And the work. And the group. How does she get 
along with the group?
Suzanne: She never has them over here. I guess she’s gone to a few little 
get togethers with them. But it seems like the group is all over 
professionalism and stuff.
Amanda: Insane. Professionalism. I don’t get that at all. I’m too emotional 
to ever be professional, don’t you think?
Suzanne: Whatever, Mandy. It’s going to happen to all o f us one day. It’s 
like learning to pee in the right place. Well, kinda. Either way, she is totally 
consumed with the idea of finishing the research right now. I guess she is 
stressed.
Amanda: (She’s been facing her at the table until now, when she goes to get 
another knife.) And what’s your dad doing these days? You haven’t said 
anything about him this past week...
Suzanne: All’s quiet on the western front, or whatever. He’s in Arizona 
with Kim.
Amanda: (Returning to the table.) Doing what?
Suzanne: Golfing. (Scooping her carrots up, she puts them into a big pot and 
starts on an onion. She moves her carrot tops to Amanda’s pile of celery tops, in 
the middle of the table.)
Amanda: Wait, with Kim?
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Suzanne: His joke is that she’s going to caddie.
Amanda: Gross.
Suzanne: I know. (The onion is just starting to annoy her, and she starts to 
tear a little, stopping every now and then to wipe her eyes with her shirt sleeve.)
Amanda: (Puts celery into pot.) That might be a little freaky for your mom 
too. (Reaches for the potatoes and starts cutting.)
Suzanne: You don’t peel your potatoes?
Amanda: That’s the part with the most vitamins, isn’t it? Nope. At my 
house I think we leave them on.
Suzanne: Ugh. I hate potato peels. Do you mind peeling them?
Amanda: (Reaches over to her end of the table for the peeler, brushing hands.) I 
just kept them on because we do at home. (The phone rings.)
Suzanne: I’ll get it. Hello? Oh, hi Steve. (She has the sniffles from the onion 
and wipes her eyes on her sleeve, clears her throat, she looks like she’s been crying.) 
No, she’s at the doctors. Yeah, the whole cold thing. OK, I’ll tell her but I 
think we’re eating together tonight. Yeah, I’m making some soup. (Looks 
annoyed, crosses her eyes a t Amanda, Amanda laughs.) Either way Steve, If 
she comes home before you do, I’ll tell her that you called. Right, right... 
you’ll call her back. OK. Yeah. (Hangs up.)
Amanda: I always forget about him. Weird-o.
Suzanne: It’s hard for me to do that. Remember how nuts it was when he 
was over here 24-7 a couple of weeks ago? (Goes over to the pot and adds 
salt, pepper, beans, etc.)
Amanda: During the blizzard, right? Yep. You were at my house most of 
the time anyway, weren’t you?
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Suzanne: Yeah. But he is so uncalled for. I didn’t tell you... he kinda 
moved in. (Sits down and scowls at the onions.)
Amanda: He’s a nice guy, it’s just... What? He moved in?
Suzanne: My mom’s so much better than him, though. You know? ( The 
potatoes are peeled and she begins cubing them.) Do you know what he does, I 
mean for a living? Oh, God, it’s horrible. He gets up every day, gets 
dressed, puts these suits on and shit, leaves on the train right before my 
mom, right? Briefcase in hand, right? Get this. Insane. He doesn’t have a 
job. He walks around downtown all day like a jerk. Or sits in some bar 
probably. Or sits in a few bars.
Amanda: Who told you that shit? I mean, that he doesn’t have a job?
Suzanne: He got laid off or fired or something right before Thanksgiving. 
But he never told my mom, right? (Makes the "L" sign with her fingers.) SO 
my mom finds out and decides to just let him live with us, or something, 
and he still hasn’t said anything about it to her. I’m going to follow him 
around some day we have off. Puts the tie on and everything. Comes home, 
like he’s tired, puts the briefcase down... Weird.
Amanda: What’s in the briefcase?
Suzanne: Right, so I check out what the hell he’s lugging around with him 
all day.
Amanda: So?
Suzanne: Plays. (Pause.) I mean like theatre. The Iceman Cometh. Fences. 
Weird stuff I’ve never read.
Amanda: So he’s living here? How come you don’t talk to me about that 
kind of stuff? He moved in?
Suzanne: Supposedly he got some part in this re-enactment of the Scopes 
Monkey Trial. It’s going to be put on at some courthouse down in the city. 
He goes to rehearsals. He really does.
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Amanda: And so what’s going to happen? What does your mom really want 
then?
Suzanne: I once asked her if she was going to get married again and she 
said something like( Takes on the maternal stance.) “You know, Suzanne, 
when you break your arm climbing, chances are you’re not going to go do 
it again on purpose.”
Amanda: So I guess that’s no?
Suzanne: It doesn’t matter. I mean, he’s living here, that’s close enough.
(Checks the clock, starts rushing things a bit.) Take your time with those 
veggies, Mandy. It’s only a little before six.
(They need to touch at this point. A  lot has just passed through in words. So 
Mandy gets Suzanne with a little, "Don’t  order me around like that" look and 
then reaches over and stands near her, touching, and finishes the veggies.)
Amanda: Listen, your mom knows what’s up. Or if she doesn’t, it has to 
hit her soon. You could always hang out at my place. At least your mom is 
obsessed about something cool and deep and dark and something...
Suzanne: I know you’re not talking trash about your mom’s little business, 
Mandy.
Amanda: She practically takes the credit for starting the whole scrunchie 
phase. We have so many of them in my house. She makes like fifty a day or 
something. It’s nuts, material just like quilted on the kitchen floor, the 
steps, the living room. Her sewing area is like one huge mosaic of scraps.
Suzanne: Hey, don’t put your mom’s scrunchies down. (She’s wearing one.) 
But I think its something more than that kind of thing with my mom. She 
made this kind of rough road that she didn’t even really want anyone to 
follow her down. She made it, and she’s walking it. Sometimes I don’t even 
know how long she wants me hanging around. ( They are sitting closer to 
each other, still preparing veggies,garlic,ginger, scallions, etc.)
Amanda: Oh give me a break. I’m sorry, any mom who makes their lunch 
for them every morning still wants them around. Everybody knows that.
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Your mom is the best. She’s just roughin’ it right now. She’s probably not 
even sure what’s up.
(Door bell rings.)
Suzanne: Did she forget her key? (Goes to the door.)
(Steve enters. Amanda, works over by the stove. Suzanne is trying her best not to 
offer him a chair, but then again, not to make it seem obvious.)
Steve: (Loudly) She isn’t back yet huh? (H e  goes over to smell the soup. He is 
nervous, feels out of place, wants to see Ruth, feels like Suzanne knows this and 
hates this about him; he feels vulnerable, like he’s been found out.)
Suzanne: Nope. Any minute I guess. Soup’s on and cooking.
Hey Steve, how was work anyway?
Steve: Well, it was busy today. You know, uh, people were in and out. I 
just had a a lot of catch-up work to do, or whatever.
Suzanne: Or whatever. (She copies his tone of voice.)
Steve: Mmmmmm. I love walking out of kind of a dreary February day 
into a good warm soup-smelling house.
Amanda: Yeah. So do I. It feels so homey, doesn’t it?
(Suzanne shoots her a dirty look. Amanda goes back to the soup. Phone rings. 
Suzanne rushes to answer it.)
Suzanne: Hello, the “it feels so homey” soup express, can I help you? Oh 
yes, she’s quite busy right now. You know how many people are clamoring 
for soup on this most dreary day. (Mockingly) Don’t you just love the smell 
of a warm soupy house on a cold February day? Mrs. Horsham, hold on a 
sec.
(Steve pretends not to notice and takes a seat, takes a beer out of the fridge, feels 
at home.)
16
Amanda: Mom? What’s up? Why can’t Nancy drive her? Can’t the kid’s 
mom pick her up? Fine. No, it’s fine. I guess we’re done here anyway. OK. 
Fine. I’ll be home in a few minutes. {Hangs up the phone and gets her keys 
from the counter.) I hafta run. Little Sara needs a ride home.
Suzanne: I’ll come with you. (Goes to get her jacket and stands next to 
Suzanne.)
Amanda: No way. You have to watch the soup. And the kitchen is a mess. 
Really, Suz. Sometimes I wonder about you. Clean up and set the table so 
that you guys can have a nice dinner. Maybe Steve would go get some 
bread while you do that.
Suzanne: Oh, would you Steve? That’d be great. Fine, Mandy, call me 
later.
Amanda: Yeah. I think people are going out tomorrow night so -  
Suzanne: Whatever, call me.
(They leave the house together.)
Suzanne: He is so loud and gross. I might be over tonight.
Amanda: I’ll be home all night. If it’s late I can pick you up or whatever.
Suzanne: I’ll walk over, I don’t care. My mom should be home really soon. 
It’s so dark out.
Amanda: Fine, call me. (Goes back into the house.)
(Suzanne sets the table, Steve watches. Suzanne folds napkins, stirs the soups, 
Steve watches. I t  is an awkward quiet. Steve finally gets out of the chair to put 
his beer can near the sink.)
Steve: While I’m out, how’s the beer situation? Will you check out in the 
hall, Suzanne? (He is relieved to leave, kind of unsteady as he fumbles for his 
jacket, his wallet...)
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Suzanne: If you want beer, buy it.
Steve: Now there’s an idea. What a bright young lady you are. I’m out of 
here; be back in a few. (Sticks his head back in the door.) Oh, try not to miss 
me too much, doll.
(They are both gone. Suzanne switches the radio station. Classical. Adagio for 
Strings by Samuel Barber comes in tender and tense. She begins to clean up, 
pulls the trash can out from under the sink. Picks up carrot peels, potato peels, 
etc. and is about to throw them in the trash. They land on the floor, on her feet, 
everywhere. She picks something out of the trash. A  box. A  pregnancy test box, 
the pieces missing. She half gags. Finds only the directions in the trash. She holds 
them up to the light, sits on a stool in the kitchen. The music is very much the 
mood, tension and release. “No way,”she says out loud. “No way. ”She reads the 
directions out loud... Gags again. The soup is steaming in the background. She 
is almost frozen against the passage of the steam to the ceiling, the clock changing 
minutes, the music, passing.)
(Key in the lock and the door opens. I t  is her mother. Her hair is damp and 
wild, long. Her coat is long. She is striking. A  sweet and strong woman, 
carrying a briefcase over her shoulder and flowers in her left hand and a 
newspaper under her right arm. She sets her keys, newspaper and her briefcase 
down before she notices Suzanne. She can feel the warmth of the house, though, 
noticeably when she first enters. She takes a deep breath first thing, then unloads 
her things.)
Suzanne: (Stunned, still) We made soup...
Ruth: Oh, (Relieved,grateful...) You made soup...
Suzanne: It got so dark. (She is beginning to come out of the mood.) The 
table’s ready. We can sit down. I thought soup was the best thing, I didn’t 
know what -
Ruth: (She washes her hands, puts things in order that she passes, not obsessively, 
just like she knows where things should be. She is rushed and doesn’t pick up on 
anything until she sits down.) Work was busy. The computer database from 
the station in Montserrat crashed, there’s this horrible volcano blowing her 
head off down there. Did you hear about that? (Sits down.)
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Suzanne: The volcano? Mom, you threw it out in the KITCHEN trash. 
Did you want me to find it?
Ruth: (Realizes that she knows and rushes towards her in one very smooth and 
strong motion gathers her into her. Suzanne looks crushed and they both look 
awkward.) Oh, Suzanne. O f course you’d figure this out. It’s been you and 
me for so long -  {She stops and can't go on...)
Suzanne: {Angrily... shoves out of the embrace.) It’s not you and me. It’s 
always either you or me and never together. It’s never been together. And 
this is all you. This one is all you again.
(Knock at the door. They ignore it.)
Ruth: {Quiet but firm.) Suzanne, we are going to have this kid. There is a 
baby expecting to be given someplace to lay warm and quiet in this crazy 
world.
Suzanne: Right, you and him are getting ready for all that. You want him 
to be around? He sits and drinks beer and wears these stupid costumes 
every day to get on a train and walk around and you want him in this 
house with a new baby? With our new baby? How come you didn’t tell 
me?
Ruth: {She goes over to the stove and brings the soup over to the table.) All your 
father wanted was me. After I started having all of you, he bugged out. It 
was too much.
(Steve tries the door. I t  is open. He comes in and finds them like this — one 
folded in near the other. They have their backs towards him. Ruth stirs a bit 
when he enters but doesn't  turn to face him. He has a loaf of warmly colored 
bread in his hands and holds it up, realizing too late what is going on.)
Suzanne: So aren’t we enough? Laura is a mess and gone. June is doing 
her thing. Dad’s playing golf. You have a good job. I can go to college for 
nothing if you keep working there. (Serves the soup.) Does he know?
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(Steve tries to find an entry point in the conversation and at the table but never 
does. Neither mother nor daughter have a place for him.)
Ruth: (Shakes her head yes.) Do you want to know what he thinks about it?
Suzanne: He actually can think? I find it absurdly hard to picture it. And 
let me guess, he’s thrilled. He loves kids, his mom is even happy, right?
Ruth: Suzanne, I asked him to move out.
Suzanne: And what, he politely declined?
Ruth: Suzanne, he is moving out.
(They eat together. I t  is quiet except for Steve, who is trying to cut the bread he 
bought. He is trying to be useful to them both. Even in all this quiet he is loud. 
Only Suzanne and Ruth are eating at the table. The steam of the soup blurs 
things a bit and makes the edges softer on everything. Steve finally finds a knife 
and then just leaves it near the loaf of bread on the counter, grabs a beer and 
goes out to sit on the front steps. He has his coat and scarf and beer and sits 
outside of the room.)
Ruth: I’m already starting to think about names.
Suzanne: And the room upstairs. We can tear Dad’s stupid wallpaper off of 
those walls.
Ruth: Arielle... Mist... Pincoya... Mar... Pearl... Calypso... Coral...
Suzanne: {She gets up and puts some soup in a bowl to take out to Steve.) 
Coral? Dear God... next it’ll be Flounder and Sebastian.
Ruth: Never. But the room upstairs, we can paint the borders green-blue...
(Steve eats outside. Mother and daughter end the play very close to each other 




Ha, Mister Oak, I’ve





Mother died, so drive boy, 
drive! ‘Cross this Epic of 
dry dirt highways gravel grass 
streets broken 
glass shimmering
sun stroked winding lanes leading to 
the water's edge: California calls.
Boy, you are a crazed kid how 
do you glow so? How do ya radiate?
Get that motorcycle -  go!
Dust it off, spin that key, dad 
said nothing so you opened 
paint chip window panes with 
rust and cracks, flew free.
Turn ‘round bolt back to the big 
apple-snap to it! Strolling down city avenues, 
with that squint man, that squint.
What are you lookin’ at
when you squint like that? What do ya see?
Thread those moments like a string of 
pearls; slacking in the actor's studio,
1952,
the boy played bongo
drums. Tap. Smoke. Tap
some more. Broadway break and you shone
boy, you shone. Head back, you're ready
now, east of eden like uncle Cal.
He was bad, but you ain't bad, are ya?
Be good boy. Be good, and let them have it 
in the you-know-what, shoot 
across the Great American Nothing 
with that stroll you got and
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let them have it in the you-know-what.
Jim Stark's army charges red rifles 
bearing, busted hearts that blazed 
too bright in the late noon, 
world will end at dawn, man, dawn.
So finish this giant thing and 
jet boy, jet, in that pearl 
colored Porsche,
130, little bastard,
cut through the wilderness, trailblazer racer, 
heart pounding, faster, faster. Scared kid, 
lost angel-haired kid, wind blew as 
the car ripped the world's fruit, 
told a joke took a smoke, burned turns 
with coke bottle glasses and no 
headlights in the charcoal dusk, fork in the 
road, that car's in the way, drive fast 
boy, faster, firm 
grip cotton shirt
other car racing, mother died, drive, 
drive, drive -  that guy's 




S u n d a y  M o rn in g
Simple Simon slipped silently out of bed like wine over a brim. He 
was halfway down the stairs before his Garfield blankie slid off his 
shoulders and sprawled out on the steps. When Simple Simon reached the 
living room, he walked right past the light switch. He had unconsciously 
paced every inch of the house in his seven sleepwalking years. Simple 
Simon walked through the living-room to the dining-room, where he 
turned to the door on his left. After opening the door, descending the 
stairs, and navigating the cellar, he strolled into the garage. The fishing rod 
that his mother told him his father had used leaned against the locked 
toolbox which straddled the dusty, wooden work-horses. His mother still 
hadn’t found the key to the toolbox.
With the lightweight pole in hand, Simple Simon floated up the 
basement stairs, retraced his steps through the first floor, and gently pushed 
each stair down under himself. He stood atop the second-floor landing, 
caressing the rod.
Simple Simon shivered, and then he turned toward the bathroom. 
Instinctively, he reached for the railing, a reassuring guide. Before his 
fingertips touched the railing, a small, white spark leaped from the black, 
metal rail and splashed into his index finger. His Winnie the Pooh, zip-up 
pj’s had created the static by rubbing the rug. The shock didn’t pierce the 
film of unconsciousness; he walked to the bathroom. As he entered, the 
chilly, choking scent of cleanliness spilled into the hall. Flicking all three 
switches, he stood and listened to the harmonious hum of the vent, the red- 
glowing heat lamp, and the 60 watts o f artificial light. The door slowly and 
silently squeezed shut behind Simple Simon. He began marching militarily 
in a tight circle with the rod held out in front of him like a pennon. Still 
asleep, Simple Simon giggled quietly at the sslluurrp-sslluurrp sound of his 
footie-pad bottoms peeling off the grimy, tiled floor. He halted suddenly; 
one of the sslluurrp-sslluurrps hadn’t sounded quite right. He struggled to 
recall if it sounded more like a slurrrrrp or a slllllurp. His concentration on 
the matter slowly brought him into consciousness. The strain of bench­
pressing the weight of busy sleep off his eyelids caused him to fall back on 
his bum.
The rod was still in his hand. He sat on the cold, blue and white, 
checkered tiles and stared at the toilet bowl, wondering where the strange, 
black, squiggly hairs stuck to the rim came from. The door to the cabinet 
under the sink served as a backrest. He began chuckling, but then silenced
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himself as he remembered the morning he had made soup in the tub. Upon 
discovering Simple Simon concocting his soup, his mother had frantically 
asked him what had he done as she absorbed the scene. She kept begging, 
“You didn’t eat any of your soup did you? Please, tell me you didn’t have 
any!” When he told her that he hadn’t, his mother hugged him savagely and 
recited the mantra, “It’s OK, honey. It’s OK.” He didn’t know why it 
wouldn’t be. Once she had calmed down, she ladled praise on Simple 
Simon for having put all the ingredients back where he found them under 
the sink. His mom had said things like “bleach, detergent, fabric softener, 
lye, pads, poison,” and other stuff, but Simple Simon only remembered that 
after mixing his soup, he put all those things back where he found them, 
just like a good boy.
With a jolt, he broke out of the trance the hairs had put him in, and 
he remembered that he was holding the pole. Simple Simon suspended the 
tip of the pole over the toilet bowl. He fumbled with the reel as the men he 
had seen on TV did; suddenly, a switch on the side of the reel shifted, and 
the line started running away. In a blink of the unblinking eye, the lure, 
hook, and weight splashed through the blue water and thudded on the 
toilet bowl floor.
Simple Simon sat there for ages, praying desperately that the racket 
hadn’t awakened his mother.
After the centuries had swum by his mind, Simple Simon adjusted his 
grip on the rod. He began bobbing the pole in his hand, his back against 
the soup-cupboard door, his feet against the toilet basin. The rod wagged 
just as he had seen it on TV, where the men caught fish and then put them 
back where they found them.
The weight quietly tapped the bottom of the bowl. Then, Simple 
Simon felt an obstinate resistance in the line. The hook had drifted into the 
drainage outlet. He imagined the hook shining in the gaping, flush mouth 
of a big fish.
He pulled. He tugged. Then, he yanked, violently. Simple Simon’s 
eyes were crinkled shut in a strained squint, and they couldn’t have seen the 
tackle fly out of the toilet, over his head, and toward the mirror above the 
sink. He heard a splash and a smash simultaneously. Like rain mingled with 
hail, the blue water and chips of red-reflecting glass pelted his squatted, pj’d 
frame; (the mirror bits reflected red because somehow the weight had 
managed to smash the light bulb and its frosted-patterned, glass cover, as 
well as shatter the mirror, leaving the heat lamp as the sole source of light).
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The pang of pandemonium caused him to drop the rod, but he didn’t 
attempt to cover himself. He sat there.
Simple Simon focused his awestricken stare on one piece of the 
tile/mirror-speck mosaic: a small shard shaped like a fish. He immediately 
recognized the shard’s resemblance to his favorite snack, Pepperidge Farm’s 
fishies. After carefully laying the rod down on the sparkling floor, he 
grabbed clumsily for his catch. The wet, red fish glistened in his fumbling 
hands.
The bathroom door flew back and revealed Simple Simon’s mother in 
a black robe clasped shut at the neck by a white-knuckled, spasming hand. 
Simple Simon was transfixed; he thought, “My mommy is beautiful.” To 
Simple Simon she looked like an angel with a blonde halo of hair, rubies 
sparkling on her body and set in her nimbus. Actually, she stood like an 
unsuccessful martyr stapled to an imaginary stake, wearing a frozen, fire- 
tested expression of understanding -  an understanding of what is real and 
what is not real. The flecks of glass-stained light quivered all over her like 
individual tongues of fire dispatched by a collective blaze to lash and lick 
each pang of grief, guilt, and shame.
She felt like she had stumbled into a darkroom universe -  the Big 
Bang having boomed a disco, mirror-ball mass into jagged satellites 
ruthlessly rented back to the drawing board by a divine gravity, and Simple 
Simon’s beaming, bloody, mirror-freckled face developing into a violet- 
tinted snapshot she didn’t wish to see.
“Good Lord, Simon, are you alright?” she demanded.
“Look what I caught, Mommy.”
“What did you catch, sassafras?” she asked, attempting to feign level­
headedness as she bent down to meticulously remove the shards from her 
son’s face.
“Mommy, I caught a fish. Slippery and wet, just like on TV,” he 
mumbled through the toilet paper wad (moistened with maternal saliva) 
which darted about his face and over his cuts like a nun chasing a chicken.
“Oh, Simon, you have Sunday school at 8:30, and it’s past 3:00 in the 
morning,” she whined.
“How many times does the tall, fast man have to outrun the short, 
slow man, Mommy?”
“Five times, honey.”
“That short man is a real slow-poke if he loses five what-a-you- 
callums,” Simple Simon mused.
“Laps, baby. They’re called laps.”
26
Simple Simon stared straight ahead, oblivious to the heavy-handed 




“Wasn’t the Jesus man a fish-catcher?” he inquired.
“A fisherman, honey,” she corrected him. “No, he wasn’t, but his 
friends were. When they couldn’t catch anything to eat, he performed 
what’s called a miracle. He told them to drop their nets into the water 
where they hadn’t caught a single fish all day. They didn’t think they were 
going to catch anything; they just put the nets back in to be polite. But 
when they pulled the nets up out of the water, there were fish flopping and 
flipping and flapping in the nets. They were overflowing.” The storytelling 
gave her an outlet for her giddy worry; her tongue flopped, flipped, and 
flapped more than the fish in the tale. Her eyes were swelled, almost about 
to spill over.
“They must have been throwing them fishes back for a long time, huh 
Mommy,” Simple Simon pondered.
“They didn’t throw them back, Simon. They were hungry; they 
needed the fish for food.”
“How many of the Jesus man’s friends were there?” asked her son.
“I honestly can’t remember, honey. You can ask your Sunday school 
teacher tomorrow.”





“I want to put mine back.” The words flowed lucidly, seriously.
“Go ahead, hon.”
She stopped swabbing Simple Simon’s face, and he stood up and 
stepped to the toilet. He bent down very carefully, reverently as only a child 
can, and he slid the ruby, shimmer-fish through the surface of the blue- 
stained sea.
“See, Mommy, I’m a good boy,” Simple Simon beamed. “Good boys 
put things back where they found them. Unless they need them, right?” 
“Right.”
“I’m sorry I made a racket, Mommy.”
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“It’s OK,” she said clearly, before scooping Simple Simon up with a 
deep, slow groan. Her arms ached. “You know what, baby?”
“I do NOT know what,” he hollered in silly innocence.
“If you want to skip Sunday school tomorrow, you can. I think you’ve 
paid so much attention that you’re ahead of the game.”
Whatever his mom was asking about, he wasn’t quite sure, but he 
knew he was suspended in between. He didn’t feel sleep coming on; rather, 
he felt he could barely peek through the gauzy pall o f sleep already upon 
him. He saw the tall man -  alone, sweating, and beginning to forget which 
way he was running.
“Sure, Mommy,” he continued in a mumble. “We can watch the scary 
people in suits in the morning and the ‘hurdy-gurdy' people on Channel 12 
in the afternoon.”
As she carried him to his room, she whispered, “Sounds like a plan, 
sassafras.” She laid him in bed and then searched for his blanket. After 
retrieving the Garfield quilt from the stairs, she returned to Simple Simon’s 
room and neatly spread the blankie over the bed so that the small, human 
outline appeared to be centered in the frame of the cover. She kissed Simple 
Simon’s forehead. Then, she slipped out of his room. Since she didn’t have 
to wake her son for Sunday school, she decided to go to bed and clean the 
bathroom in the morning. She fell asleep thinking of how awful it was to 
have felt the stiff, crusty friction of his scabs against her chewed, chapped 
lips.
Simon rubbed his feet against one another, and he heard the muted 
chime and clink of the baby glimmer-fish leaping from his sticky footies 
into his bed. Simon fell asleep attempting to invent a lie about why he 
hadn’t put the orphan-fish back where he had divided them.
Fitz-Gerald Gallagher
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Winged dweller of city streets 
wooden park benches and skyscraper 
ledges. The spotted grey bird 
blends into the cracked asphalt 
it swoops down upon, eating 
bread crumbs from the hot-dog 
buns of lunch hour accountants.
On the beach, we rush to feed 
the seagulls our stale pumpernickel 
slices from the afternoon's 
forgotten sandwiches.
But we never want to feed the pigeons.
Dozens and dozens and dozens 
of pigeons, badgering bums, 
shoppers, and art students aiming 
for perfect photographs of city 
hall or that bearded dog-walker.
Living in the trees that meet second- 
story windows, singing hymns 
that no one ever hears 
because who would want 




You watched him die, remembering how you 
rode bikes through the green woods by the creek, 
skated over slick white ice like the wind in you both, 
smoked your mother's cigarette butts in the basement.
Now, in the same cellar, I come bearing spray starch 
to help iron out the wrinkles in your dad's black suit.
Clumsy in the dusty light we push each other under the stairs 
with the shelves of board games you played together. 
Battleship, Chutes and Ladders, Hungry Hippos, Candy 
Land...
Squeezing flesh — just to make sure that our's is alive
warm as the dryer rumbling with towels,
damp as the musty corner where the foundation cracked.
The ringing lust gunshots almost cover pinpricks of our guilt.
Let us stay here, tasting each other's life,
letting hurt out with your sticky salt,
children playing children's games,
the hungry hippos munching up each other's marbles.
Heather C. Middleton
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N estin g  D o lls
Mason Dirk quickly scraped the window frame’s paint with the metal 
claw he had picked up at Jim McLear’s Hardware store earlier that Saturday 
morning. The double blades shredded the paint away, revealing bone white 
wood beneath. Soft sun and a slow breeze cascaded through the half open 
window causing the green and gray dust to whirl around the white filter 
mask, which was strapped to his head by a blue rubber band. His brown 
hair fluttered slightly. The skin under his armpits was sticking together, wet 
and his shoulder ached. The red T-shirt he wore was dotted with dry paint, 
the faded logo of Hello Dolly across the front of it. He and Shelly had just 
moved across town into the two-bedroom house in Chalfont, Pennsylvania 
and the evergreen color would not match the aluminum siding that they 
chose for the front of the house. A small brown radio painted the 
background with a scrim of jazz.
Shelly was sanding and dusting the chips away from the windowsill 
across the room. The coals in her eyes reflected blue sky, the new diamond 
on her finger, the sun. She was wearing khaki shorts and one of Mason’s 
old T-shirts; no shoes, but socks, which slid smooth over the paint- 
splattered floor. She stopped sanding, for a moment, to listen for scratching 
at the back door.
On the back porch, Rupert, her dog, their dog, stood sniffing at a 
dead rose bush, panting as thorns pricked his wet nose. The fluffy white 
Bichon wagged his tail. The backyard grass was high, blanketed by rows of 
crimson leaves, framed by a fragile white fence. A fall breeze slipped 
through the notches of the fence, across the grass and up into their house.
A few nights later, Mason, just home from work, slid the VHS cassette 
from its box. “Did Kyle stop by with this?”
Shelly folded a brown towel and closed the dryer door with a slam. 
“Can you believe Mrs. Kellington’s son is stopping her therapy?”
Mason moved some of the papers around on the counter looking for a 
note from Kyle. “Mrs. Kellington’s son?”
“Yeah. It seems all o f a sudden that Liam Kellington knows more than 
the therapists do about what is good for her and what isn’t.” Shelly set the 
laundry basket down on the kitchen table. She was wearing a white blouse 
and a navy skirt; she still was wearing her ID badge from Doylestown 
Hospital, where she worked as a Recreational Therapist. “You know how it 
can be for somebody after a stroke like that.” She sighed, leaning on the
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laundry, “I’d just like to get her back to doing her needle work again.” 
Shelly eyed the cassette. “Oh, that was on the front door step when I got 
home.”
“I had asked him to-”
“There was a note attached to it.” She looked around among the piles 
of papers, magazines, pots and skillets not yet packed into closets. “It was 
one of those little yellow Post-It notes.”
Her husband set the tape down and leaned to kiss her on the forehead. 
She stopped looking for a minute and met his lips. His breath tasted of 
corn chips and she loved him. “How was work today?”
He sighed and leaned against the counter, rubbing his thumb over the 
inside lines of his thin hand. “We had another rehearsal o f that scene 
today.”
“And bow’d it go?”
Mason wrinkled up his face and squinted. Looking out the window, 
he saw Rupert running endless laps around the yard. “I don’t know.”
Shelly gave up on the missing note; it had been three months since the 
wedding and it seemed that the house would never get organized. “You 
were doing so good with the lines when we went over them the other 
night.”
“You know, I thought so too.” He shifted his weight against the 
counter and looked at her. “I just can’t...I don’t know. The director just 
keeps criticizing me and I just can’t—”
“Can’t concentrate.”
Mason smiled and looked down at the floor. It was time to get some 
new shoes, he thought. “So anyway, I asked Kyle to pick up this tape for 
me.”
“What’s the tape of?”
“I don’t know. Y’see, I was reading that Method Acting book you 
picked up at the garage sale last August-”
“The one on Method Acting? You’re actually reading it? I thought that 
stuff was all a load of shit, huh?” She smiled and walked across the kitchen 
to the refrigerator. She opened it, and the cool air kissed her as she looked 
over the nearly bare shelves. A half container of Hawaiian Punch, a bottle 
of Pepsi, some hot dogs, leftover spaghetti, a couple of eggs, an unopened 
container of relish, a bottle of ketchup, some soy sauce and three bottles of 
beer.
Rupert was scratching his paws against the aluminum of the back door 
and Mason let him in. Someone was burning a fire nearby; he could smell
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it. Excited to be back inside, Rupert wagged his tail and ran around the 
kitchen table, barking, his tongue hanging sloppy and wet. Mason bent 
down to pet him. “Yeah, I’d always been pretty suspicious of it, y’know.” 
He stood back up to see her filling a paper cup with Hawaiian Punch. “Oh, 
can you get me some? Yeah, I was always a little weary of it, but I was 
looking through it, and they have all these different exercises.”
“Yeah?” She filled another cup.
“Well, they’ve got this one called the animal exercise. It’s sorta to help 
you get into a character. You pick an animal that’s sort o f like the part 
you’re playing, and you study that animal. You just watch it, and you study 
it, and try to imagine what that animal is actually thinking.” She handed 
him the paper cup. “Thanks.” He stared down into its red contents. “Yeah, 
so, you study this animal’s actions and you try and see what it’s actually 
thinking right before it acts. What it smells, what it tastes, what it hears, 
what it’s scared of, what it needs, where it’s going, why. Then you get on 
all fours and try to act it out as it’s going.”
Shelly laughed; the skin above her lip was red from the juice. “On all 
fours?”
“Yeah, kinda weird, huh?”
“So then, what, you act the part on all fours?”
He sipped his juice. “Oh, no. Then you’re supposed to develop that 
into a posture and thinking for the character. You stand up.”
“Oh.” She sat down and flipped through a furniture magazine. “So 
what animal is like this wife abuser?”
“Well...” He flipped the tape over in his fingers.
“Oh, do you like these curtains?” She slid the magazine over so he 
could see.
“For where, our room?”
“I was thinking more for the living room.”
“Yeah, they’re all right. I think I like the other ones you saw better.” 
“You think?” Shelly bit on her nail and slid the magazine back to 
continue looking.
“Anyway, I asked Kyle for this tape on wolves, y’know?” He smiled 
and she stopped flipping pages to listen. “I thought they were pretty 
aggressive and real cold and scary in the eyes. Pretty feroc—”
“Wait, I know something!” She tapped her finger against a picture of 
bunk beds as she tried to recall where she had heard it. “I remember 
hearing or reading that wolves can run a whole night.”
“That’s funny. That’s about how long this play’s gonna run.”
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“Oh, be quiet. I mean they can go without stopping at all for like 
thirty or forty miles. Oh, and before I forget,” she waved her hands, the 
diamond flashed, “Pell Advertising called to confirm your interview for 
Thursday.”
“Oh shit, yeah. I gotta get my portfolio all together.” He gulped 
the rest of his juice, crushing the paper cup in his grip. The thin, wax coat 
over the paper, buckled at the creases.
“Christ, Mason, loosen up. You gotta be fluid with this part.”
Mason was looking off the stage, across the rows of empty, crimson 
seats. Brett Malloy, the director, was standing behind him saying 
something. On his off days, Brett worked at Suncoast Video, where he 
learned to direct by watching Reservoir Dogs. Meanwhile, Carla, the actress 
playing his wife, sat at the small table, reading the script. That table was the 
only piece of set on the stage. In the key scene of The Caterpillar’s Loft, 
Mason’s character, Clark, comes home to work and has a fight with his 
wife. The whole play, Clark becomes increasingly abusive, until he finally 
hits her as she is preparing dinner. He had studied the wolf video until he 
fell asleep on the living room floor around three that morning. He had it 
too, the wolf character, but he was having trouble concentrating now. Too 
many distractions.
“Mason? You out for fucking coffee or what?” Brett had his hands 
shoved deep into his jeans pockets.
“Hmm?” Mason turned to face him. “Oh, yeah. Yeah, I know, I’m just 
having a hard time concentrating. Keeping in the part.”
“Well, for fuck’s sake, let’s try it again.” He turned to Carla. “Can we 
try this shit again?” He walked over stage left and sat down on a folding 
chair. He had a bullhorn, though there was no need for it. The stage was 
the size of Mason’s living room, but Quentin Tarentino had to have a 
bullhorn. Brett picked it up and screamed into it, “All right fuckers, let’s get 
this shit right this time!” Backstage, the high school kids who volunteered 
as crew stopped hammering.
Mason could smell Carla’s perfume as she walked up behind him, into 
his space. He tried to remember all o f the sensory exercises and all of the 
facts that he had gone through the night before. In every pack there was a 
set of alpha wolves. The wolves that were established as highest ranking. 
When the alpha wolf moved into a scene, other animals, even other wolves, 
backed down. The lower wolves walked with their tails between their legs, 
their bodies close to the ground. Mason tried to walk into the scene like
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that, like an alpha wolf, his eyes roaming all around him, checking the scene 
for danger before he settled in. His brown eyes, cold, until the moment that 
they must blaze. Before he would yell and hit her.
Carla positioned herself by the masking tape mark on the floor, near 
the table, and pretended to stir the pot of mashed potatoes that she would 
have during the actual play.
Brett stood up, looked, and sat back down. “Mason, I think I want 
you to come in a little closer this time.”
Mason stepped up a little farther from his former cue mark. “Here?”
“Up a little, to the left.”
“My left?” Mason stepped up and stood, his legs stiff together.
Brett stood again, chewing on a pen cap and went over to the front of 
the stage to get a better view. He took the cap from his mouth and nodded 
his head before walking back to his chair. “Yeah, that’s better.” A guy 
named Angel blocked Mason’s spot out with some masking tape, then 
Mason went off into the right wing, trying very hard to concentrate.
“OK everybody, let’s try this all again!”
The lights went out; Mason became the wolf.
Brett’s voice came out of the sky. “Action.”
In the darkness, there was a sudden, distant click, and an overhead 
light flooded down onstage. He snapped his head to face it, eyeing his wife 
stirring the large, silver pot with black handles with a long, wooden spoon. 
Clumps of mashed potatoes gathered around the edges; he could smell the 
starch of them. She hummed a song to herself. He moved through the 
dining room, eyeing tables with fashion magazines. The television set left 
on, burning his money. There was a glass of soda left on the windowsill 
from one of the kids. The curtains were hung crooked. He moved into the 
kitchen, smelling roast beef in the oven, potatoes, carrots, broccoli 
steaming. He stepped up behind his wife, Jennifer, stirring her metal pot; 
her perfume smelled of peaches. She heard him and spun around, a half 
smile forced across her lips, but he could read her fear. Could smell it.
“Clark, I -  I didn’t hear you come in.” She looked at him smiling for a 
moment, but he showed nothing in his eyes.
He looked away, towards the pot stuffed with roast beast, and turned 
on the oven light to look inside.
“How was your day?” She returned to her stirring.
He mumbled something, but she didn’t understand. He lifted a lid 
from a pot and sniffed the vegetables. They looked bloated, bubbling.
“What was that?”
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He slammed the lid down. “I said it fucking sucked.”
“Oh.” She set her pot on the table and looked out the window a 
moment before turning to him. “Clark. Clark, do you love me?”
“I’m hungry.” He stared at her. Mason heard voices, distant, and 
looked over to see Angel and Brett talking.
Brett suddenly looked up at him and his eyes flared wide. “Mason, 
what the fuck are you doing? Stay in the scene.”
But it was too late; Mason looked back to see only Carla and the little 
wooden table. He was two feet off from his tape mark on the floor. What 
was his line?
Shelly carefully made a loop at the top of her K  and dotted the I.
“I like that one.” Mason was snuggled against her, looking over her 
shoulder.
She held the paper away from her for a moment to inspect it. Shelly 
Dirk. “This is gonna take some getting used to.” She set the paper back on 
the table and began writing it again. The sheet was almost completely 
covered by signatures with differently shaped D ’s or smaller Fs. “I’ve been 
signing Shelly Kent for twenty-three years!”
“Well, you still have a couple of months. At least it’s not a really long 
name like Zacharelli or something.”
“Shelly Zacharelli. I don’t know, that’d be kinda cute.”
Rupert jumped up on the sofa with them for company.
“Get down, Rupes.” Mason laughed. “You know you’re not supposed 
to be up here.”
“What are you, a person now?” She scratched Rupert’s white coat 
behind his ear, laughing.
“Yeah.”
“So did the wolf come out today?” She picked up Rupert and set him 
in her lap; the paper crinkled.
“Well, it did, but I just can’t stay in focus.”
“I told you, try those other Method exercises.”
“I don’t know, Shell.” Mason grabbed the television remote and 
flicked the TV on. The television had been his parents’, but his father 
decided that he needed a bigger screen and gave the old one to him and 
Shelly, one of their few pieces of furniture. He jumped channels for a while 
and stopped on MTV. “I was looking at that concentration exercise last 
night, but never got around to it. I was too tired.”
“You ought to try it, Mason. The wolf thing helped, right?”
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“I’m just not too crazy about this Method stuff. It’s so involved.”
“Well, what’s the concentration exercise?”
Mason reached over and stroked the dog’s hair. “There’s a few of 
them. The one he looked at her, “the one I was thinking about trying 
was this thing where you use an object, and you just concentrate on that 
one object to sort of... to anchor you in the scene.”
“What sort o f object?” She looked around the room for ideas.
“Well...” Mason’s eyes joined hers in scanning the room. It was 
painted a cream color, and the carpet was going to be brown. There was 
only a desk and a light and a sofa and a TV and a few unpacked boxes here 
and there. “The book says you can use anything, really. It can be the 
temperature of the environment or a memory or a math problem or just 
something in the room.”
Shelly giggled; Rupert hopped off of her lap onto the floor to take a 
nap. “We don’t have too many objects. Do we?”
“I guess not.” He smiled and put his arm around her to hold her 
closer. “I was thinking, I could just use a pot or something. In the book, 
y’know, they were saying about this guy who had to act a scene out about 
his dead mother and he was having trouble, so he used this cigar box that 
was in the scene. He pretended that it was a coffin and he would peek 
inside it and every time he did, he would see his dead mother lying there. I 
thought that maybe I could open, like...a pot, and see something. I don’t 
know.”
“Hmm.” He held her chin in her hands, thinking, tapping at the side 
of her cheek with her finger.
Mason watched the television VJ as he talked about pop music.
“Oh, my God.” Shelly jumped up off of the sofa and started up the 
stairs, then she stopped. “No, I think it’s in the basement.” She spun 
around on the steps, grasping the banister tight, then, jumped down them 
and ran around into the kitchen where the basement door was.
Mason sat on the sofa with Rupert looking at him, just as confused. 
“Shell?”
“Come here quick!” she called, from somewhere down the basement.
Mason got up and hurried down the stairs; it was dark, but he could 
hear her rummaging through boxes and tissue paper and newspaper, 
crinkling.
“Turn on a light!”
Mason reached blindly for the light chain that hung from the ceiling, 
somewhere near the bottom of the steps. He had only been in the basement
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a few times and was not very well situated as to where everything was yet. 
Rupert barked from the top of the stairs. “Stay there, Rupe.” Mason 
reached up blindly, found the chain, and pulled it. There was a click in the 
dark, and light fell down on him. He turned to his fiance, who was bent 
over, half buried in a large box.
“I have something cool,” she said, picking out objects packed in 
newspaper, then tossing them, half wrapped, back into the box. 
“Remember those wooden dolls my mom gave me? The Russian dolls, 
what do ya call those?”
“Nesting Dolls?” He knew the ones she meant and opened the box 
next to him to help in the search.
“The ones that come apart and there’s a smaller one, just like it inside, 
and they keep on getting smaller. Matrosky or something.” She pulled up 
another object swaddled in paper.
“Matryoshka. That would be per - ”
“Oh! This is it.” She unwrapped the pear shaped object. “This is one 
of them, here.” She stepped over, under the light with Mason and dropped 
the crushed newspaper to the concrete floor.
The wooden doll was painted with a bright blue dress on, a sort of 
black veil or scarf around her head, or maybe it was her hair. She had very 
large eyes that took up most o f her face and a tiny, dot o f a nose and a red 
smile painted below it. She had white frills painted along her collar and her 
sleeves and her hands were stiff at her sides. On the old woman’s belly was 
a large circle, with the delicate painting of a rose in full bloom inside it. The 
couple stared down at the artifact, entranced, the reflection of their faces 
trapped in the glossy enamel.
Mason sat on the steps by the back door of the Bucks County 
Playhouse watching a kid, about seventeen, who was trying to pull his piece 
of shit Plymouth Duster into a narrow parking space across the lot. The 
concrete steps were blotched with old chewing gum and cigarette butts. It 
was a very warm day for October, especially hot inside the theater because 
the air vents were closed up earlier that month and the air conditioner 
wouldn’t run. The theater doors were all open to let some air move through 
the old building.
An assistant named Sarah popped her head out the door.
“Five minutes ‘til Brett wants to do your scene.”
“All right.” Mason could hear other actors rehearsing their lines 
behind him, inside. He looked down at the wooden doll, round and solid
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in his hands. Though Shelly had found several different ones, Mason 
decided to use the first one, the one with the rose, because it had only five 
layers and it would be easier to get to the core on stage.
“Are you getting nervous?” Sarah had been a NYU student for three 
semesters, but dropped out complaining about all the mock art students.
“I think I’ll be all right. I guess.” Across the lot, the kid’s car scraped 
against a blue Accord next to him. Mason watched as another man 
approached wearing olive green pants, a white shirt, and necktie. He 
stopped in his tracks and began to yell. The Duster just pulled back and 
continued to park while the business man inspected the inch-long scratch in 
his paint.
“Darwin said it right.” Sarah sighed. "God, they’re so aggressive."
Mason watched the kid get out of the Duster, smiling.
“I think it was Darwin.”
“What was Darwin?” Mason turned to see her looking across the lot, 
clenching the clipboard close to her.
Sarah snapped out of her daze. “Hmm?”
“What did Darwin say about a bad park job?”
Sarah looked down at Mason and smiled. “Oh.” She looked across the 
gravel lot. “A man is a wolf to man.”
The center stage light went on and the fall breeze slipped through the 
back doors, across the seats and up onto the stage. The pages of the script 
rustled in his hand; he set it down and looked onto the stage where Angel 
had set up a short pillar with the Russian Doll on it. Mason shut his eyes; 
found the wolf.
He quietly stalked into their living room, which had become a mess 
since he had left that morning. There was a bowl of melted ice cream on 
the table beside the sofa. The television was left on. So were all of the 
lights, though it was early July, and there was plenty of sunlight pouring 
through the windows. Clark’s eyes darted from object to object; he didn’t
walk in a straight line across the room, he walked from here to there and 
back to here, so as not to miss a thing. One of his Matryosha Dolls was 
open on the mantle. Damn kids playing with my shit. He picked it up, 
leaving the largest head still on the mantle, the present, second head too 
small for the larger body. “Were those kids messing with my things again?” 
His wife spun around in the kitchen, very startled. “Um ...I -  I don’t 
think so...” She stopped stirring her potatoes. “Clark, I didn’t hear you 
come in.”
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Clark never looked up, he slipped the next wooden figure out from the 
first one’s bottom. He could smell the old wood and dust and old age. He 
slowly walked into the kitchen, occasionally glancing around the room and 
outside windows. He stepped up very close to his wife, very close to her 
face, but never looked at her. She turned away; Clark slipped off the 
wooden girl’s head and set it on the counter. He could smell carrots and 
potatoes and wet laundry. He stared into the doll’s wide, painted eyes; his 
wife said something he did not hear. He looked up at her, never blinking.
“H ow  was your day?” she repeated. She wasn’t even stirring her 
potatoes.
He just worked a full fucking day and she’s just standing there, her 
mouth all hanging open. “Fucking bitch,” he mumbled. He could smell 
meat cooking in bubbling juices; his mouth got wet, and he slipped the 
bottom off of the doll, setting it on the table. There were three more layers 
left.
“What’s that?”
She had heard him. He knew she had. “It fucking sucked, I said.” He 
sat down on the tabletop, three halves of the doll next to him.
She was looking, blankly at her pot o f potatoes, then suddenly began 
to stir, as if she had suddenly remembered to. She stirred slowly. “Clark?” 
Her voice quivered.
Off came another half o f the doll, a younger face still.
“Clark, do you...” She was really crying. Tears streamed down her face 
onto the tiled floor below, into the mashed potatoes. Some clung to the 
side of the pot. “You don’t love me, do you?”
He looked at her as he slid off the bottom of the third layer of the 
Nesting Doll; he slid his thumb inside the smooth belly of it before setting 
it down gently. He could smell her perfume. “I’m very hungry.”
She stood there crying. She tried to wipe her cheeks and hold her pot 
at the same time. There were mashed potatoes on her arm.
Clark turned his back to her, looking out the summertime window. 
He was so hungry now and the smell of the food was swelling up in him. 
He heard his wife take a step up behind him and sniffle.
“Clark...”
He slipped the last top off the doll; one solid, small infant cub, inside 
the bottom of the larger one. She took another step behind him. Too close.
“Clark, I
He dropped the wooden pieces; they bounced off the table and the 
infant piece skipped across the floor. His eyes burned as if he were going to
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cry, more like they were going to pop out and skip across the floor after the 
seed of the doll. He had a line; never said it, but instead screamed. It wasn’t 
quite a scream, it was more just a sound. He swung at her ferociously. The 
end tip of his index finger scraped her wet cheek as her face reacted: half 
acting as if she’d been hit, half dodging the swing. She dropped the pot of 
mashed potatoes, which hit the floor with a clang.
Sunlight flooded into the kitchen through flower print curtains.
“Your interview is tonight.” Shelly crossed the room with a handful of 
napkins and some toast that she had made in their oven.
“Yeah, I know.” Mason dried the two glasses that he had just washed 
out. “Do you have any idea where I put my ties?”
She laughed as she set out place mats for them both. She stopped and 
tugged at her gray blouse.
Now he laughed. “How many times do I got to tell you, the blouse 
looks fine.” They kissed.
“Are you sure?” She grabbed the pot of hard-boiled eggs and drained 
the water into the sink. “Can you grab the salt?”
Mason set out some silverware and they both sat down. “Oh shit, the 
juice.” He got back up and went over to the fridge while Shelly divided up 
the eggs. Mason sat back down with the orange juice and poured some for 
Shelly and then himself. He pulled his chair in and cracked his egg against 
the side of the pot.
“So is your portfolio all together now?” She sipped her juice and 
buttered her toast.
“Yeah, I think so. Just about.” He peeled back the hard, white shell, 
trying to let the pieces land on his paper plate. “What do you think? Should 
I keep that Corvette painting in there, or skip it?”
“Oh, Mason. That one was really good. You ought to leave it.”
He slipped the wet, smooth egg from the rest o f its shell, carefully 
checking that there weren’t any shards left clinging to it. Shelly started on 
her egg. “I guess I will. Do you have all o f your plans worked out for your 
patient today?”
“Yeah. This is Charlie. Remember him?”
‘The guy that got all screwed up in that motorcycle accident?”
“Yeah, you know. Well, with him I’m gonna keep doing the same 
stuff. Just going over the newspaper, finding the date, what day it is. You 
know.”
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Mason slipped the thin skin of white tissue off of the egg. It clung 
together like wet plastic wrap.
“Charlie’s been getting frustrated lately, more and more. I can’t tell if 
he’s getting better or worse sometimes.”
Mason slipped his thumb through the white of the egg, it split 
smooth, like Jello. He peeled it away and could smell the sulfur. He slipped 
the yellow sun from its socket and sprinkled some salt on both the egg 
white and the orb. Shelly was already munching on her egg and pouring 
more juice. Just then, Rupert jumped up and pawed Mason’s leg, begging 
for a bite. Mason swung at him, nipping the dog on the tip of his wet nose.
“Mason.” Shelly, laughing a little, leaned over to pet the startled dog, 
tail between his legs.






The Purpose of Grass
Walt Whitman praised you with verses of admiration 
The rolling estates of wealth possess you as a symbol of 
success
I used you with an apathetic greed 
Basking in your pungent aroma of Earth's fertility 
You generously stained my new jeans and 
I cursed your artistic streaks of rich green hue 
I manipulated you, ignored you.
Trampled your carpeting in self-importance 
While you sprouted in humble multitudes 
Despite middle-aged men, sweating under the summer’s 
sun
As they vainly struggle to groom your abundance of life and 
rebirth
As a child, I plucked you by the hundreds, 
helpless victim of my curious hands 
I violated you with my tongue, reasoning your 
Taste could never be as sickening as asparagus,
Only to spit you violently from my lips in disgust 
These days, I make amends with you 
Your cool silk envelops my bare toes 
Rooting them into the earth that you claim with a ruthless 
innocence




I cover his eyes 
when the sunlight 
shines and the alarm 
knows seven o’clock.









When barren fields plagued a land 
tarred roots and blackened pastures 
stripped Ireland's staple.
Da’s crop turned bitter and mushy.
Starved souls scuffled in pubs and 
boasting chins sunk in pints.
When barren fields plagued a land, 
households of twelve gave thanks for 
carrot scraps and mildewy bread clumps.
Da's lady caressed baby brows, shushing him to rest, and 
clanked pots of gray liquid and spotty crop chunks as 
salty ovalbeads dried before departing famished eyes.
Kevin Emery
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Ju s t  T h r ee  W o rds
Just three words. Sometimes that’s all it takes to change your life. 
They don’t even have to be big words. Three little words can change the 
way that you see the world or that others see you. For some, three little 
words are hard to say. Others say them without even thinking. For many, 
the three little words they want to say are “I love you.” Often these words 
are said too late and can cause great anguish. The three words that changed 
my life were “I am gay.” The first time I said them I could barely stand. It 
was as if the energy needed to emit those specific sounds had left me 
completely empty. It was even harder saying them in front of someone else. 
Even now, four years after I first said them to another person, it is still hard 
to say them. I’ve written it several times. That part is easy because written 
words are anonymous and they never jump off the page like someone’s eyes 
jumping from their skull.
Whenever someone tells another person, “I love you,” he or she opens 
up a little part of him- or herself. However, when someone says, “I am 
gay,” he or she opens him- or herself up completely, not only to the other 
person, but also to the worst that the world can offer. Fortunately, I have 
never had my life personally threatened, but I have listened to ‘people of 
God’ explain how I am evil and the cause of sickness in the world. I have 
seen what hate can do to a person, both physically and emotionally. 
Ridicule, disgust, hatred, beatings, rapes and murder. Love, caring, 





The fourth of July.
The girl returns from fireworks, 
color explosions in black,
Discovers her own eruption — 
deep silky blood,
Silent blast of burnished red 
on polka-dot panties.
The examination: 
clot of blood sitting on cotton 
like a beatless heart, 
a dead shout of her 
newborn woman life.
Clump of a flower-bud 
slimy down to a 
brown trail of root.
She tells her mother 
who offers to scrub the 
glob away, out into 
diluted waters.
But no —




Flick on the living room light; you'll see it sitting right in 
front of you atop the fireplace in a cherry wood display 
case, glass door and silver latch, pocket watch hovering, 
hung on thick charm, slung on a hook; ancient and vain 
and hand crafted, decorated with the etching of a farm 
house, picket fence and trees; it's the only way I know my 
great-uncle. Press down on the winding knob and the cover 
pops away revealing Time’s features well-shined and wiry 
hands still tick,ticking; tricked him into thinking he had all the 
time he wished. Gold moon used to slip from dust pockets; 
was it time to turn the lights out, for his ship to come in, for 
the whistle to blow, on the edge of a lake swimming picnic 
lunch making love on the farm near a white picket fence?
My watch has a slick finish, brown band, black hands, 
tells the time in Japan and the date, and in the dark, glows 
a blue whisper, but I can’t see my great-whatevers slipping 
it in a fancy-shmancy display case on their living room 
mantle; all is for nought I am forgotten.
Tom Quinn
51
Fingers Know Secrets Eyes  
Will N ever Know  
(photography with solarization) 
Eric Leong
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W a te r  W e ig h t
The night the water came and the rain stopped, I awoke to bull horns 
and police sirens. My little boy was sleeping in the next room in his red 
Winnie-the-Pooh pajamas. I knew the levee would soon break, that the 
Susquehanna would push its way into the streets of our Wyoming Valley. 
The authorities, the weathermen, those who remembered the last flood, had 
warned us.
Kenny stumbled into my room, covering his ears with tiny hands. His 
silhouette was illuminated by the flashing police lights outside my window.
“Mommy, is there a fire?”
“No, sweetie. It’s the river,” I said, too calmly. I got out o f bed and 
turned on the light in my closet. “We have to leave now. We’ll have to go 
to Aunt Cindy’s.”
“Why?” he asked, still standing in the doorway. His blue eyes were 
half-closed, his voice soft.
“The water is coming,” I said.
O f course it was. On my way home from work earlier that afternoon, 
I had noticed the river. It was high, so high that they were closing bridges 
from the west side to Wilkes-Barre.
Outside, my neighbors were throwing clothing and blankets into cars. 
My landlady, Mrs. Lewis, was loading canned food into her grandson’s toy 
red wagon. Some people were going to walk to the nearest shelter, while 
others, like me, had family on higher ground. Everyone was outside, the 
street was completely illuminated. The Feldmans, who lived in the 
apartment below, were rounding up their cats. Mrs. Feldman, a woman my 
mother’s age, was crying. I heard her yell: Not again.
It was four in the morning, Friday, June 23, 1972; but it could have 
been noon. The flashing red lights framed the shrill of sirens. The police 
were driving through the streets, telling us to get out, to get out o f our 
homes, without panicking. I didn’t know whether we should drive to my 
sister’s house, or run.
I packed a suitcase for us; underwear, socks, and an extra set of 
clothes. Kenny took his stuffed monkey, Elmer, and he wanted to take his 
bicycle. It was metallic blue, with training wheels. He was just learning how 
to ride it, and he practiced every day.
“Jeff and Jack will teach me how to ride,” he said, talking about my 
nephews. “And what if the water ruins it?”
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“Your bicycle will be okay and we’ll be home soon,” I said. “Don’t 
worry.”
Before we left, Kenny and I moved his bicycle from the first floor 
landing to the second. It would be safest there, I thought.
We heard the sound of helicopters; big, double-bladed military 
helicopters. It was the day after evacuation and Cindy’s house was 
trembling as they landed across Stratford Lane, in the yard of St. Casimir’s 
Lithuanian Parish.
“It’s like we’re living in Vietnam,” Cindy said. She rushed in from the 
kitchen to my makeshift bedroom in the den. Her normally tanned face was 
red; white cotton was sticking out of her ears. She looked like a mad 
woman. “Why did this happen to us?”
I couldn’t answer her.
A storm they had called Agnes had come up the coast in the middle of 
June and made it rain for what seemed like weeks. I know it was only a few 
days, but it was enough to make the river rise forty feet and break through 
the levees.
So eight of us were forced to live in a house built for four: Cindy, her 
husband, and two sons; our parents, and Kenny and me. All o f those 
people, the ones who had promised that the Susquehanna would never 
again rush into Wilkes-Barre, were wrong. We were safe at Cindy’s house, 
on the hill in the Lee Park section of town. But there were so many people 
still out there. Some of them were my neighbors, wandering the streets of 
higher ground with no where to stay yet. They were just happy to be out of 
the chocolate-black water that had invaded their bedrooms and backyards.
Cindy and I went back into her kitchen and turned on a news report, 
thinking the worst might be over.
“It’s unbelievable,” a reporter said. “We’re above South Wilkes-Barre, 
and it is completely inundated with water. You cannot see a road, a side 
road, or an alley. The river has crested at 40.6 feet. Houses are covered 
with the murky Susquehanna.”
That was all we wanted, or needed to know. Cindy turned the radio 
off.
“You’re going to be here for awhile,” she said.
In the evenings, we would all gather in my sister’s backyard with our 
cousin Nancy. She lived two houses down from Cindy and had a house 
filled with in-laws who were also flooded out. It made us feel safe to be
together, outside in the dry air. I would pretend that we were having a 
family picnic, that I could go home at any time. The paper plates we had to 
use, the potato chips we had to eat, and liquor we needed to drink were 
just part o f our cookout. In Cindy’s yard, I tried so hard to forget about the 
cars that were bobbing up and down in the current underneath their 
replacement boats, boats that sailed past the second floor windows of 
houses.
On one of those evenings, after living together for almost week, we 
ran out of bottled water, and Paul, Cindy’s husband, suggested we use the 
swimming pool water.
“We can just boil it,” he said.
“Where do you think we’re going to do that?” I asked.
We had been eating fruits from the garden, peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches, pretzels. Crackers, too. We’d been drinking soda and canned 
juices that my mom had been storing up for a time like this.
“We’ll fire up the grill. I don’t know why I didn’t think of it earlier. 
We can make canned soup and raviolis.” Paul seemed excited with his idea.
The thought of boiling the pool water for washing or even cooking, 
now cloudy and without any treatment, for days, turned my stomach in 
every way possible. It meant desperation.
The tap water was still unusable and we had no phone service. And 
the electricity was still shut off. Cindy’s house had been on higher ground, 
but it could no longer be viewed as a home. It was somewhere to sleep, to 
light a candle for reading when the sun went down. But it wasn’t a home; 
only a familiar shelter.
I knew Nancy had bottled water in her cellar, but she was refusing to 
admit it.
“We can share with Nancy for now,” I said to Paul.
Nancy was sitting next to me.
“I don’t have any,” she said.
“You do,” said Cindy.
“I don’t,” Nancy said, looking toward the ground.
“It’s in your cellar. I saw it there yesterday,” I said, turning toward 
her. “You have to share with us. We’re you’re only family.”
“It’s not my fault that you live in the zone,” she said to me.
Ever since the last flood, a flood that occurred eleven years before I 
was born, the people of the valley had been talking about the zone. That 
God-forsaken area, the flood plain, where only the foolish lived.
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To Nancy’s words, I had no comment. I walked into the shed with 
Paul, and we got the charcoal grill. In an hour, we were boiling the pool 
water.
In order to make any telephone calls, we had to drive ten miles out of 
the valley. By then, much of the water had receded, leaving mud and 
destruction. Few roads were open, most had over-turned cars or collapsed 
homes in their center. It was the next Sunday morning when I was first able 
to drive out of the valley and into a mountain town called Blakeslee. To my 
knowledge, it was home to the closest working pay-phone. I waited for two 
hours to use that phone. For two hours I stood in line, in the sun, 
sweating, to call Kenny’s father.
“Hello?” said a female voice, on the other end of the line, somewhere 
in western Maryland.
“Hi. I’m looking for Gary,” I said, already annoyed.
“He’s in the shower. Can I take a message?”
“Would you please get him?” I said. “Tell him it’s Michelle.”
“I’ll try,” she said.
I heard her yell his name, then mine. Sundays had always been my 
favorite time with Gary, before Kenny. We slept until noon, ate breakfast 
when it was time for lunch, showered together, and then went back to bed 
until supper. It was our routine.
Suddenly, his voice was too clear. “Michelle? Hello?”
“Gary, listen, I only have a minute.” I was tapping my ringless, 
unmanicured fingers on the inside of the phone booth.
“How’s Kenny? I heard about the flood,” he said. “It was on the 
national news. I think I saw your street.”
“Our street is under water, Gary. Anyway, Kenny is fine. He’s perfect. 
I just wanted you to know that,” I said, wanting him to be there, and 
hating him just the same.
“Tell him that I’ll see him soon, just as soon as I can.”
“Sure,” I said. “I’ll tell him.” Then I hung up. There were so many 
people in line behind me, fifty maybe. I didn’t want to stay on the 
telephone long. But really, I couldn’t talk to Gary anymore. I had nothing 
left to say.
Sixteen days after the water came, I went home. Since all the roads in 
my neighborhood were still closed, either by the National Guard or debris 
and fallen trees, I rode a bicycle. Now, I hadn’t even thought of this bicycle 
since high school. It was red, somewhat rusted, and the brakes needed
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some repair. Cindy had kept it, thinking one of her sons might use it. But 
Jeff and Jack were getting to be that age now, and they certainly didn’t 
want a girl’s bicycle, more than a decade old. So, I dug it out o f her cellar. 
It was going to be my transportation, my way of getting around the mess, 
the streets, o f my home.
It was hot that afternoon. My hair was pulled high and I wore cut-off 
men’s jeans I’d gotten at St. Casimir’s, because I had left almost all of my 
clothes at home. Kenny was able to wear Cindy’s boys’ old things, but my 
sister was smaller than me, tiny. Our mother had heard that the church was 
accepting donations and I’d walked over on one of the first mornings. It 
was early and the basement of the church was already crowded with other 
victims, searching through boxes. One of the church women stood at the 
door, handing out bags of soap and deodorant. There was a full-length 
mirror propped against the wall, as if we could be particular. The air was 
stale from heat and old things, and I took mainly men’s clothing. It was all 
that fit.
When I rode my old bicycle over to the apartment, I left Kenny with 
my family. He wouldn’t understand that all his plastic backyard toys had 
floated away, and that his bicycle, the one we had been so careful about 
saving, had been mangled in the mess.
The streets and alleys that led to my home were covered with a thin 
layer of mud. The bridge over Solomon’s Creek, connecting South Wilkes- 
Barre to Lee Park, had been washed away. As I rode, I noticed a picnic 
table on top of a garage roof. Someone had hung an American flag from 
the banister o f a fallen front porch. I remember thinking about Kenny 
when I saw it. He loved stars and stripes and like most little boys back 
then, he wanted to be an astronaut. During one of Gary’s infrequent visits, 
he had given Kenny a plastic rocketship with a tiny flag on its side. He 
would hold it in his hand, high above his head, and run around the living 
room.
Our apartment was on the second floor of an older house made into 
four living units. When I pulled up, I barely recognized the place. The trees 
outside, tall, leafy maples, were barren a season too soon. Half the porch 
was gone, and a soldier stood out front to prevent looting. The entire valley 
was under the protection of the National Guard.
“Identification, please?” he said. His badge glared in the sunlight.
I looked at him blankly. His face was young, younger than my own. 
The name-tag pinned onto his dark green uniform read Hummel.
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“Ma’am, can I please see your identification?” He had an accent, 
though I didn’t know which kind. I hadn’t been many places in my life, but 
he sounded different than the people of Wilkes-Barre.
“Where are you from?” I asked.
“Sleepy Eye, Minnesota,” he said. I think he may have smiled when he 
said the name of his home, but then he looked all around. Then he said, 
quietly, “You’re from here, aren’t you?”
“Right here,” I said, and I pointed to the blanket of mud that was 
once my front yard. “I guess you need my driver’s license.”
“I’m sorry, ma’am, but I do.”
I pulled my wallet out o f the bag I had on my back and showed it to 
him without speaking again. This was where I lived, where I paid rent, 
where I was making a home for Kenny. And I was showing my driver’s 
license to enter the front door.
“Thank you, Ms. Allan. Go ahead,” he said, motioning toward the 
house.
Why I bothered going, I don’t know. There was nothing left but mud. 
The carpet was raised and saturated. My grandmother’s cedar chest was 
destroyed, so were the beds, and tables. A dead fish was lying in the middle 
of living room floor. The contents of the entire apartment, including me at 
that point, smelled like the river.
I spent hours in that place, throwing our things out of the window 
into the pile of stuff already on the road. On the top shelf o f my closet, I 
found the strongbox I had stored there for safe-keeping. Inside, the usual: 
birth certificates of me and Kenny and insurance forms, some pictures, my 
high school diploma and my engagement ring from Gary. It was all we had 
left, the proof of our existence.
Kenny seemed to be having fun at Cindy’s house. He spent so much 
time with Jeff and Jack; and my father was his only father-figure during 
those early years. He looked up to them. Sometimes, all o f the men would 
play ball before dinner, as they listened to a game on Paul’s transistor radio. 
They taught Kenny how to hit off a tee that summer.
And as much as I thanked my dad for helping me with Kenny, I hated 
being dependent on him. But I knew that my own pride took second to 
Kenny’s happiness, and I couldn’t do it alone. It was hard living without 
Gary, and everyday I had a constant reminder of him. Kenny had the same 
eyes, curly hair, crooked smile. But Kenny was mine, too. In all the chaos, I 
sometimes forgot.
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It was almost August when Kenny and I went to the Tubs. I had had 
enough of Cindy’s small house, cleaning the apartment, and baseball. I 
wanted to be where there were green trees, squirrels; a place untouched by 
Agnes.
When I was younger, my friends and I would hike the mountains that 
framed our valley. On the east side, there were the seven tubs of rock, 
naturals pools fed by mountain streams. It’s a state park these days, but 
back then, and during that summer, it was just the Tubs.
I was able to drive to where our hike would begin. Those roads were 
high and passable. I pulled to the side of the road, and breathed in the air. 
It smelled like nothing; absent of fish, sewers, and rotted wood.
Kenny and I walked along trails that had been formed by either the 
native Indians or kids like me. When he got tired, he hopped on my back. 
When I got hot, we stopped for a swim. The pools the Tubs made were so 
clear. The water was cold, but the air quickly warmed us. I held Kenny like 
a baby in my arms; we were light in the water. And we splashed, up and 
down, up and down.
Susan Chernesky
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Hospitality (In  the Hospital Room)
As you lightly pass,
You slightly ask 
"How are you doing?"
Perhaps you should have asked 
What on me isn't in ruins 
Maybe that would shorten the answer -  
But I cannot say, as you sidestep away 




I didn’t cry when I heard 
My friend's voice 
Over the static phone.
He asked me, Had I heard?
In a quick anxious tone, wantint 
To tell me something fast before 
The waterfalls of shock built up 
Too high in his throat he had to 
Tell me John died.
But when the voice across the 
Line bust over in a saddened frenzy,
And screamed, Why?!
I still couldn't cry.
Instead, I gasped, once,
Twice - as John must have gasped,
Over and over unable to 
Scream for air while searching 
And scattering his apartment 
For an inhaler he never found.
And I didn’t cry as I dressed for the 
Funeral, slipping black silk slacks 
Over sheer pantyhose with hidden 
Rips up the sides. And I wore the 
Only fancy shoes I had, even though 
My toes with chipped polish on them 
Froze as they peeked through the 
Open tips getting wet and numb 
In the rain outside where we stood 
Before the service began.
I couldn’t cry when I saw the casket,
Its top rounded, its smooth surface, John’s 
Box of rest. It was draped over with a white
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Cloth, golden embroidered on the edges,
Like the robe the priest wore. And when 
the priest touched the box I shuddered, 
Picturing John inside, I didn't want him 
To touch John - but under the cloth and wood 
Was not the John I knew, it was a thoughtless, 
Senseless, made up, cut and powdered 
Body that had no material purpose,
That John I never knew.
Instead I cried when John’s best friend 
Told a story: He and John were walking 
On a beach, talking about life - John must 
Have been warm breathed, and slow stepped 
And the sun must have been piercing his fragile skin.
When he said, in his drowsy croaked voice 
As if he had woken up a minute ago,
Life is like a tree, and you just keep branching out 
And branching out with each new person you meet 
And each new experience you have.
That was the John I remembered.
And I cried because John had branched out to me.
Then, finally I could laugh. I stood outside 
After the service, holding my string attached 
Balloon, looking at all my friends' relieved faces,
And the closeness of each connecting smile 
As we raised our shivering hands into the air,
Clinging tensely to the ribbons almost not wanting 
To let go, but we could, and we did, as the 
Multicolored, plastic, air filled regards to John 
Floated up to him, some meandering in zigzag 
Directions, some soaring fast to the top, but not 
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